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opium and the- like, the drug fiend will still l>c with us. 
The paregoric victim obtains throughout the land. 
That mixture contains a small quantity of opium, and 
must lx- taken in very large doses to produce any effect. 
Women used to come into my store three or four times 
a day for paregoric, some of them spending a dollar 
every twenty-four hours for this drug. Another woman 
used to get every day a pint bottle of Jamaica ginger, 
which contains about seventy-five per cent, alcohol, 
mix it with sugar and water, and take it that way. 
Calisaya was also commonly used by the drug fiend, and 
so were alcoholic tinctures, such as gentian, cinchona, 
and cardamon, on which there was a net profit of a hun¬ 
dred jx-r cent. 

These drugs were sold freely until the law prohibiting 
the stile of any preparation containing opium or mor¬ 
phine was enacted. And then the fiends were put to till 
sorts of devices to wheedle the drug out of the pharma¬ 
cist. In fact, so great was the desperation of those suf¬ 
fering from the habit at that time, that I was frequently 
offered as much as twenty dollars for morphine tablets 
that would ordinarily have sold for two dollars and fifty 
cents. Through the action of the Association of Retail 
Druggists this law was repealed, lx-cause it was so broad 
as to cover many perfectly harmless so-called household 
remedies. 

The lines of the law have lx*en drawn closer and closer 
round the small dealer in drugs. The enormously profit¬ 
able business in cocaine and opium has lxen shut off. 
The law against counter prescribing and the comjx*tition 
of the big department stores, on the other hand, have 
forced him to resort to “substitution." This practice 
was at one time the great curse of the business; but, like 
its predecessors, it is living eliminated. It was due very 
largclv to the high price of what used to Ik*, and in some 
cases still is, the patented staple. While the patents or 
such staples were in effect the articles cost the retailer a 
dollar: whereas, when the patents expired, the same 
cost him ten cents. For instance, phenacetin. which 
cost at first a dollar an ounce, now sells for twenty cents. 
This will give an idea of the profits the manufacturer 
made. In such cases, the temptation to substitute w. s 
very great. Many chemists used in the place of phena¬ 
cetin a drug known as acetanilide, a similar coaltar 
product costing alxiut seventy-five cents a pound. It 
was claimed that this was just as effective as phena¬ 
cetin; so, while the druggist committed a fraud, the 
patient was not really cheated. For asperin. which cost 
thirty-five cents an ounce, the druggists largely used 
acetylsalicylatc, which they procured at alxiut seventy- 
five cents a pound, which was almost as good as asperin 
itself. 

Even while the patents protecting many of the staples 
have expired, the curse is still left in the form of the sub¬ 
stitution habit. But in course of time there will lx- no 
pecuniary reason for this habit, and it will disapjxar. 

TOURING the agitation against substitution and other 
practices of the retail druggists, doctors used to 
tell me repeatedly that they would lx- only too glad to 
influence trade for any man on whom they could «.U pend. 
This was my cue. I discarded all my former methods, 
and turned over a new leaf. But somehow the store had 
got an unpleasant reputation, which I found to lx- too 
great a burden to carry, in addition to my other load up 
the honest yet rocky road that I had determined to 
travel in the future. 


So 1 closed out my business in New York and moved 
to St. Louis, where I bought out a small drugstore. 
Here 1 put the dix'tors’ advice to the test by proving to 
the practitioners that their patients got honest treat¬ 
ment. My reputation as an honest dispenser soon 
spread, and I had customers coming to me from all di¬ 
rections. I am now making more money than I ever did 
during the counter-prescribing, opium-cocainc-and-pare- 
goric jx-riod. 

Between my Chicago and New York businesses 1 
worked at the drug business in many cities throughout 
the country, and on each occasion got experiences well 
worth remembering. In Minneajxilis I learned one 
thing, in Denver another, while Atlanta anil New (>r- 
Icans did their share in contributing to my education. 
To lx- sure, in each of these cities I found some sujx-r- 
licial idiosyncrasies in the drug business; but funda¬ 
mentally it was the same from Boston to San Francisco. 

As a rule, I worked in stores in middle-class districts. 
I lere we got prescriptions from all kinds of doctors, some 
of whom, being foreigners, thought in one language and 
wrote in another. Many were likely to write words that 
sounded like- other words “nitric acid" instead of 
"niter," for instance. All this was perplexing to the 
young druggist. In most eases, errors were obvious; 
"but there were others, arising from similarity of terms, 
that were more subtle and required keener discrimina¬ 
tion on the part of the disjx-nsc-r. Twisted words and 
bad spelling often confused me greatly. A doctor might 
write "tr. degital purp." when he really meant to write 
"tr. digitalis," or “ether nitr. alcoh," which really means 
"spirits nitrous ether" (common sweet spirits niter). An¬ 
other would write “syr. liquiretue" for “syrup of licor¬ 
ice." These instances were multiplied many times, and, 
as the druggist realized that it rested with him to use his 
own judgment, he Ix-came very acute and acc urate. 

The prime thorn in my side, the most smarting one, 
was the ixvasional carelessness on the , art of the doctor. 
For instance, one day a prescription calling for “sol. 
mag.” was brought in. This might mean a numlx-r of 
things, such as solution of magnesia, solution of magnesia 
sulphate (Epsom salts), or solution of magendio, a 
powerful solution of morphine. Nor did the directions 
in til's case throw any light on the subject. They were 
simply marked, "As directed." 

I tried tactfully to get from the patient how the pre¬ 
scription was to be administered, and after some trouble 
learned that it was to lx- used with a hypodermic syringe. 
This of course meant the magenclie solution. One- 
can readily understand what a solution of magnesia 
would have done to the patient if he’d had intestinal 
trouble. 

At first I felt great delicacy alxiut correcting pre¬ 
scriptions without consulting the d«x-tors; but this soon 
gave way to business expediency, and, partly to save 
trouble and avoid a scrap whenever possible, I used to 
make necessary changes, and no one was the wiser. 
This is a practice that most pharmacists fall into as they 
mature. 

WT’IIILE I was keeping a sharp lookout for incom- 
patibles, and “other things," I still had an eye 
on the money-making side of the business. The possi¬ 
bilities here were considerable; though not so great as 
the public imagines. What was formerly known as the 
“blind" stock (fancy goods) has been cut into by big 
department stores, in many cases reduced to a negligible- 


quantity. But there were still ways left for the phar¬ 
macist to gamer a few stray bits of profit from the hand¬ 
ling of drugs themselves. In some cases inexperienced 
doctors or careless ones, not taking the trouble projx-rlv 
to diagnose a case, would, as a safe course, prescribe 
patent medicines. When such prescriptions came in, we 
used simply to pour the mixture from the regular patent 
medicine bottle into another, write a new label, double 
or triple the price, and hand over to the patient. 

But danger lurked even in this method. 1 remember 
one case where a young doctor prescrilx-d a patent prep¬ 
aration containing opium. This was given to a baby, 
which died from the effect. The parents tried to hold 
the druggist responsible, and only after great difficulty 
did he clear himself. You see, a dose that might lx- safe 
for an adult would be fatal to a child. There was no 
way by which the druggist could have safeguarded the 
patient, since no age was indicated in the prescription. 
The only hint as to the years of the patient is usually 
contained in the size of the dose to be given, an adult 
taking a teaspoonful, a baby five or ten drops. 

I also learned that the relations between physician and 
patient are the same the country over. With the latter, 
skepticism and credulity go hand in hand. The patient, 
coming directly from the doctor after having his case 
diagnosed and explained to him, will ask the dispenser 
confidentially just what the prescription is to lx- used 
for. The young fellow just from college makes the mis¬ 
take of telling the questioner, and often gets himself into 
hot water with the doctors. 

Many doctors are wise in handling patients who have- 
nothing the matter with them. Let me illustrate. ()ne 
day I got a prescription that struck me as lx-ing quite 
absurd, and I took it to the boss. He smiled, told me to 
fill it, and charge the patient sixty cents. It called for 
aqua pura (pure water) ;ind tincture cardamon com¬ 
pound (a mere flavoring), and cost alxiut a cent—bottle, 
cork, and all. The pat ent paid sixty cents for this 
mixture, and was happy, repeating the prescription 
several times. The comedy touch came in where he 
further diluted the aqua pura by putting twenty drops 
in a goblet of water and taking it that way. In a short 
time he was “quite well again." Other illusion-haunted 
victims get sugar granules (little round pills), which are 
quite ineffective except that they help to dispel the 
imaginary malady, whatever that mav lx-. 

A funny yet typical case was cited by the boss one 
day. A customer of his got for fifteen years, even- 
week, a prescription calling for n-nety grains of starch 
and one grain of salul, divided into sixteen jxnvdcrs. 
Now, an entire grain of salol would hardly have been 
felt by a baby, some adults taking from ten to twenty 
grains at a dose. Yet this man was taking one-sixteenth 
of a grain three times a day, and paying fifty cents for a 
prescription that cost nothing but five minutes’ labor 
at most. However, where a prescription costs only two 
or three cents, it is both tactful anil considerate for the 
druggist, if he purposes charging half a dollar for the 
tiling, to put it into a bottle with a nice label and paper 
cap, tied round with a pink string, which might bring 
the grand total up to four cents. 

Druggists have been charged with intentionally 
nursing along such delusions for their own profit; but 
they urge that by doing so they often save the patient 
from treatment that might prove really harmful. In 
the circumstances, the “dough pill" practice may not be 
wholly ethical; but it is not immoral. 


THE LUCK OF ROCKING LIGHT 


By S. TEN EYCK BOURKE and CHARLES FRANCIS BOURKE 


)K-EEN! Ho! No-rah Mac-Murdo!” The 
leather-lunged hail came over the dun 
waters of Bamegat Bay like the siren 
of an ocean liner. 

The prolonged roar, with a note of 
command in it, invited the inquisition 
of idle marsh gulls, and startled a 
peaceful flock of ducks preening 
themselves a quarter of a mile away. 
They fled seaward, quacking disap¬ 
proval (which was uncalled for) over 
Noreen MacMurdo’s red rowboat, a 
stanch, carvel-built, sea-going little 
craft; and the girl stopped rowing, 
to turn her shapely head, with its 
tightly bound bronze hair, partly over 
her left shoulder. Her puckered, 
sunburned brow showed a little defiance, and her voice 
had the same note, mingled with amusement. 

“It’s Captain Jem, at the inlet," she said. “Now, I 
wonder does he think—does Ships Bottom mean to try 
to stop me going out today?" 

A strong, flexible, round-armed boatgirl was Noreen 
MacMurdo, a daughter of a brawny race of lxiaimen of 
Bamegat, and a sailor on almost any craft short of a 
thri e-sticker; with cool gray eyes that were yet anxious 
with some ever-present fear or trouble. 

Norah—or Noreen, as she insisted on lx-ing called: 
about the only bit of coquetry the strong, well poised 
girl permitted herself—dipped her oars again, and swung 
the red rowboat toward the south side of the inlet, a 
narrow slash in the outlying sandy barrier of the bay, 
which looked, with its bubbling waters, like a painted 
channel. 

On the southerly sandpoint where she headed lay the 
white buildings of Ships Bottom Life Saving Station, 
where a group of coastguards clustered on the Ixiathouse 


runway, round the nose of the big white surfboat. As 
she man d the inner lx-ach. fringed with rushes, growing 
russet with the approach of fall. Captain Casco, taking 
his pijx- from his mouth, strode recklessly into the 
water and gripped the boat's bow, drawing it ashore. 

AYE! You thought to win through without me seein’ 
'“*• you? And if you hadn’t come I’d been after you 
myself in two strokes. Miss Noreen!" the big man said 
gruffly, but with a friendly twinkle in his eyes. 

"Afraid of my going out, are you. Jem?" the girl said, 
with the comradeship of long acquaintance. “What 
would Dad and Tom do if I wasn’t with them for Sun¬ 
day dinner on Rocking Light? You wouldn't have the 
heart to do it! You had a hard time last night, I'm 
thinking, in that nor’cast blow?" 

It was a feminine twist that threw the big Captain off 
his guard. There was just the suspicion of brogue, a 
very little one, in the girl’s coaxing voice; and Captain 
Casco seemed to like it. for his hard-cut face cracked 
in a smile as he nodded. 

"You have a way of your own. haven’t you, Noreen? 
Middling. They had more trouble below. I heard they 
lost a couple at Harvey Cedars—" 

The girl put her hand to the breast of her knitted 
jacket. "Not the station?" 

“No. no! The ship that came in British, I think she 
was. Your dad and brother arc all right out on Roe-king 
Light, o’ course. The steel ship’s waiting for the Sunday 
dinner and the ‘Luck,’an’ so I s’pose I’ll have to let 
her g*»." 

The girl smiled at the nickname. It was a jest of her 
father’s, who vowed that only her Sunday visits brought 
the new cxjx‘rinu-ntal light on the shifting sands of 
Lizard Reef the luck to last out against the dangers en¬ 
compassing this, the most dangerous post along the 
coast. which he and her boatman brother hail charge. 


“Then you will let me go out?" Noreen caught Cap¬ 
tain Casco up. “That's sensible, Cap'n Jem. I was 
going, anyway.” 

He laughed. “Was you? Watch the sea, then, as you 
do: it's full o'der’licts. An’the wind too. It’s coinin’ 
in flaws yet; but it'll be biowin’ things I don’t like be¬ 
fore night. Watch out now you conic back early, or I'll 
lx- after you in the big boat, Noreen girl!" 

The big Captain of Ships Bottom lifted off the row¬ 
boat and walked across the inlet's shore as the strong- 
armed. clear-eyed Irish girl pulled the boat through to 
the sea. 

“Tell MacMurdo we’ll have the glass on him from the 
tower day and night in case of happenings. Don't 
worry. Lass." 

She understood and met his look brave-eyed. “That’s 
like you boys!" she said. “Now I'll need all my breath 
for the pull. Cap’n Jem. Maybe I’ll find salvage and a 
home for all three of us outside." 

It was said in cheery jest, and he nodded back, still 
watching her doubtfully until the red rowboat, steadily 
holding her course, passed the wash of the Gridiron 
Reef, a gunshot from the inlet, and took the rollers on 
the far side. Then, shaking his head, he turned and 
retraced his steps to the station. 

A cold, misty rain had come up to thicken the atmos¬ 
phere still more. Even after reaching the station, the 
big Captain of Ships Bottom, moved by some prescience 
of imminent ilanger,gazed out tosea.half inclined tosend 
the lifeboat after the intrepid girl. But the red rowboat 
had passed into the mist, going out with the tide. 

"DOCKING LIGHT." MacMurdo’s daughter, was a 
favorite with the Ships Bottom men. They, as 
well as even* bavman on Bamegat Bay, knew her worth, 
and her anxiety and heart shaking fear, not for herself 
but for those she loved: and the cause of her trouble, - 
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ters, its short, thick, sail-warped mast 
pointing to the southern skies. The top 
half of a row of letters painted the lengt h 
of the tan-colored lee side, a big “No 
2" on the bow, and a trailing hawser 
told the story. She nodded wisely. 

“I thought so. Broke adrift from a 
railroad tow in the north and washed 
down in the gale. She must have come 
a cruel hard way in the gale." 

The lee rail of the lighter lifted twe 
or three feet out of the water. Noreen 
reached the lee bulwark amidships and 
swung over the rail with the agility of 
the experienced sailor she was. 

The bare-swept deck: the thick 
leaning spar, convenient also as a hoist¬ 
ing derrick; the low cuddy cabin in the 
stem, aft of which a long tiller swung 
to and fro with the beating of the water 
against the rudder; the huge body of 
the craft for her length,—all proclaimed 
the regulation Eastern freight lighter, 
whose coastwise voyages are made on 
towlines, and whose lading may consist 
of anything from Boston codfish tc 
ready-made houses. 

Making fast the painter of the red 
carvel boat to a cleat, she plunged aft 
The low cabin roof was not more than 
a dozen feet square, with an inclined 
hatch cover aft. She had almost reached 
the stem, when, glancing across the 
roof, she saw a terrible face on the upper 
side,—a young looking, boyish face, but 
red and cracked now with sea salt, with 
staring, white eyes. 

Startled as she was, a wave of pity 
surged through the young girl’s breast 
“Oh, poor lad!” she cried. “Poor lost 


“Oh, poor lad!” she 
l>oy!” 

Dashing the salt spray from her eyes 
she struggled up the sloping deck. As 
she grasped the hatch cover, the boy 
behind thecombingsprangup with aery 
said—or both N'oreen caught the dull gleam of a knife in time to 

recious life on throw herself agilely back. As she did so the long tiller 
snapped back, catching her fair across the temple, at the 
end of the swing. 

10 reached the 

d deserted on AT Ships Bottom Life Saving Station big Captain 
was alone. It Casco was uneasy. He had been uneasy afl the 

o stop her; for afternoon,—unable to read, unable to smoke, unable to 
lough to recog- do anything but pace back and forth in the messroom, 
glancing from time to time out of the window upon the 
heir poor arms rain-swept sea. 

► one to stand “O’ course MacMurdo can’t keep her on the Light the 
5 together, and night," he finally said to Little Welsh, the bowman, who 
•c they’d never was matting an oar butt on the floor of the station, 
had they their “We’ve got to go out and get her, o’ course, orders or no 
orders, if he tries it." 

i, oppressed by “Ijit if ’e don’t hustle her in!" Welsh replied laconic- 
e attributed to ally. “Didn’t Mac sec what the weather was w'en they 
ihe went above came in ?" 

The relieved patrol stamped into the station, shaking 
shack built on off the water like a big wet dog. “They’re lightin’ up 
_h anchored in early on the shoals," he said. “It’s on’y three o’clock, 
built onlv high an’ not so thick yet." 

-m. Unbolting Captain Casco strode to the door of the station. An- 
n the little bal- other man was coming rapidly up from the beach. 

“Hey, Jem!" he called. “Rocking Light’s gone mad. 
on her in flaws, She’s winking like a girls’ picnic. N'oreen’s cornin’ in. 
ng first at the I just see the red boat pass the Gridiron." 
the dull ocean Casco drew a deep breath. Throwing on his pea- 
nglv wailing in jacket and cap, he started for the inlet, 
force. Still the Welsh looked up in surprise from his mats. “W’at’s 
wrong?" he exclaimed to the patrol. “Listen to ’im a 
riving to clear hailin’ of N’oreen!” 

11 on a bank of If Captain Casco was hailing N’oreen MacMurdo, the 
hallows. Else- hail sounded more like an angry roar than a friendly 

and sky. For salutation, and at that moment the big keeper burst into 
y. Then she gripped the the station. 

and her figure grew tense. “Out with her!" Casco cried. “MacMurdo’s got the 
I, a wild, bitter wail like a light on us, an’ there’s a crazy thing in Noreen’s 

boat!” 

mv evesight’s going with Whatever “it" was in the inlet, it had no time to get 

farther than the mouth of the bay. While one man car- 
liipped into the lamproom, ried the struggling boy to the station, the others in the 
s brass-bound telescope, white motorboat shot through the inlet, making for 
•on the shallows when an Rocking Light. The thing dazed the senses of the big 
but the words that fob Captain of Ships Bottom; but he had seen all he wanted 
n them. to see, for the boy had fought them with a knife, and the 

big and dismasted. No, painter of the boat was cut clean across, 
it where’s the flag of dis- The journey that Noreen had made to the lighthouse. 
, and she’s washed clean, that morning the white motorboat made in a tithe of 
wonder? The fog smoke? the time. The light had stopped blinking. The keepers 
in the smoke of low tide.” had seen the lifeboat. 

work now, and the glass Suddenly Casco shut off the motor, and hollowed both 

his hands to his mouth. “Hoy, the Light!” he shouted, 
ng bv the cuddy? There, “Hey, MacMurdo, what’s up.-*” 

raising his arms up!’ “Did Noreen go in again?” The keeper’s voice reached 

Iv daughters of these sea- them down wind with a quaver. 

i'm face of suffering and For the space of a breath there was silence in the boat. 

to duty. She was halfwav “Tell him yes, Jem," Long Johnson said. 

lost the next instant, male- “Her boat just passed through the inlet, MacMurdo 

—an’ God forgi’e me the lie!” Casco groaned, 
oom, she caught up a bot- “Ah-h! Thank the Lord for that! I was fair mad, 
!. Depositing these in the Jem lad. We’d not passed her coming out, no more than 
Drang aboard, and started goin’ in; but she was gone, an' the red boat was gone 
Taking the lighthouse for when we got back. But then Noreen is never one to 
1 again, but conserved her wait patient-like should she find us away." 
siness before her. “What does it mean?” Casco said. “What d’ye make 

branded vessel before she of it. Boys?" 

tan lighter which, striking “Chug round a bit while we think it out," one of the 
id upon its bulging qtiar- Continued on page 18 


The Word Choked in Noreen - * Throat. Speechless. She Pointed Astern 
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crew siiRgested. “He’ll see it in our faces if 
we go in there now.” 

They heard the keepers talking together 
on the lighthouse abutment. MacMurdo’s 
voice reached them again. 

“Hi. Jem! Tom’s just down. He’s not 
sure, it's so thick outside. There’s a glim, 
like a corposant, he says, out on the shal¬ 
lows." 

A deep sigh, almost a shudder, rose from 
the boat. Casco started up the motor. 

“Now it’s plain.” he said quietly. “All 
right, MacMurdo,” he shouted to the keeper. 
“Keep the light on a hit.” 

“Aye, aye!” the answer came chcerfullv. 
“We’ll have coffee ready cornin’ back. She’s 
cornin’ on to blow soon.” 

In the same dead silence in which they 
came out. Casco swung the motorboat out of 
the lighthouse. 

“That little devil had a knife!” someone 
said. 

“Silence in the 1>oat!” Casco ordered 
stemlv. 

The big white surfboat, spray covered 
and with chugging motor, breasted the 
ocean, forging her way through. 

Suddenlv Casco exclaimed, “She’s on the 
lighter, Roys! .She’s tending a flare on the 
bows!” 

N OREEX. haggard, hollow eyed, greeted 
them from the deck of the lighter as 
the lifelxiat swept up to the lee rail. A cloth 
was wrapped round her head, and her long 
hair was loosened and disordered in the wind 
and rain. But the girl’s strong face was as 
firm as ever. There was a look on it they 
could not fathom. 

"Name o’ Heaven, Xorcen girl, what’s 
happened?" Casco cried. “Never mind now. 
Give us your hand while I steady you 
aboard." 

“You’ll be doing no such thing, Capjn 
Jem!" Xorcen retorted with spirit. “You’ll 
do as I say, if ever you’ve had a kind thought 
for me. No, no,” she cried excitedly, “don’t 
put foot aboard!" 

“But, Xorcen, you’re hurt—you’re not 
yourself.” 

Xorcen checked a telltale little laugh. “If 
it’s my head you’re referring to, Cap’n Jem 
—why, ’twas the poor lad that startled me, 
and it got in the way of the tiller. But other¬ 
wise ’tis all right, an’ I'll have you take 
notice particular that my own two hands 
lashed that same tiller an’ made the pan of 
pitch on the how, after the poor little lad ran 
off with th’ lx»at an' drowned himself. And 
now, please, please, he off to the Light as 
fast as you can, an’ bring back Dad an’ Tom! 
I’ve taken possession, and I mean to save 
the lighter with their help.” 

Casco watching her anxiously, made a 
motion to Long Johnson, who rose from the 
thwart. 

“We can’t leave you alone on this {Found¬ 
ing beer barrel. Be good, Xorcen girl; but 
if you won’t come aboard—” 

Xorcen clasped her hands passionately. 
“Oh. Cap’n Jem, would you rob me an’ Dad 
an’ Tom—just when I’ve found the way out 
of all our trouble an’ worry? Sure you’re 
not worrying about me—the Luck of Rock¬ 
ing Light, because of a bit of weather,” she 
wheedled. “Ask me no questions, an’ do 
not come alnxird on the high seas. An’ now 
be off with you! I know what I’m doing, 
really!” 

Captain Casco turned to the listening 
crew. “The sin’s on my soul if the squall 
blows, ” he cried savagely. “Start t he motor, 
Welsh. Spin her along as fast as she’ll go, 
or I’ll pitch you into the sea with my own 
two fists!" 

^^OREEX had a way of getting what she 
wanted; besides, Casco began to see a 
light. The motor swung liefore the wind 
blast, and Xorcen went forward to the light¬ 
er’s bows and sat down beside the pan of 
flaring pitch. Her head ached cruelly, and 
she held it in her hands while she communed 
with herself. 

“My head aches bitter bad; but no matter 
if only they come in time.” A smile stole 
over her face as she lifted it to glance at a 
big roller that pounded over the stem and 
swept to the hatch cover. With the resil¬ 
ience of youth she saw the shadows vanish 
from her future. “It’s the end of our hard 
times an' worries; it’s safety for Dad an’ 
Tom! Pray—pray the blessed boat may not 
clear the bar before they come back!" 

Another big sea bowled tons of water over 
the lighter’s deck, sending it awash. The 
vessel surged ahead half a dozen feet over 
the submerged sands. Clutching the mil in 
readiness for another lunge, Xorcen watched 
the careening of the lighter anxiously, and 
the black water coming before the gale. The 
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levantcr was stretching its anus and filling 
its cheeks again. 

For the third time the big l>oat rocked and 
ground; but at the same time a hail from 
leeward and the chugging of the motor came 
to her. The lifeboat loomed up like a sprav- 
sheeted ghost, and a roar told of the coming 
of Xoreen’s father. 

A FTER the lifeboat had gone in. Old Ocean 
off Bamegat saw three people, two men 
and a woman, making sail on a big, tan- 
colored lighter, the woman with a bandaged 
head standing by the tiller, and the two men 
working like madmen at a huge standing 
spar,—the mast and hoisting derrick in one. 

“’Twill cost me my number for not stand- 
in’ by the Light; but there’s naught more 
we could do there, on’v git off of it,” Mac¬ 
Murdo said. “For Xorcen wouldn’t go!” 

Tom only grinned, a wide grin of complete 
enjoyment. No, Noreen would not go 
ashore in the lifeboat—not for any induce¬ 
ment. 

“If there’s danger, we’ll face it together. 
Dad,” she said. “If this ship will sail at all, 
I’ve gone through enough to sail on it.” 

“The blow’s cornin’ heavier an’ heavier,— 
there’s wind behind that, big wind—" 

“The sooner it will be over, then,” Xoreen 
said, cutting her brother short. But fear 
was in her own heart,—not fear of the storm: 
the same inexplicable feeling that had taken 
her on the Rocking Light. 

“What is it?” she said. “What is it, un¬ 
less—” 

Was that the white lifeboat off to the north¬ 
east? Her heart was in her mouth. It 
couldn’t be Casco coming back—not from 
that direction! 

Both men saw it before she could call out. 
Tom let the big boomless leg-o’-mutton sail 
flap to leeward, and both men jammed the 
tiller hard down, working the lighter’s head 
to the coming gale. 

“Jump below, Sis! You’ll get blown over- 
IxKird! There's water behind it too —a moun¬ 
tain—a reg’lar sea wash—” 

Tom’s words were blown from his mouth. 
The two men wrapjx'd their arms round the 
long tiller, clinging to it for life. 

A moment before the lighter had l>een 
wallowing and plunging in a heavy sea, but 
making good headway for Bamcgat Inlet, 
with Rocking Light gradually going astern 
to starlioard. 

Now the whole sea seemed to lift bodily 
and fall upon the wallowing craft. It struck 
the lighter bow on; not lifting, but crushing 
her under. Tons of water swept over her, 
from lx)W to stem. Then she lifted higher 
and higher. Tom gasped: 

“The hull drink’s blowed up from bottom!" 

The great tidal wave passed; the lighter 
rolled and wallowed again on what seemed, 
in comparison, smooth water. Tin* wind 
was still blowing strong, but steady. 

“Oh!” Noreen gasped. “I Iiojm* they’re 
not wet!” 

Even in the danger the men laughed. 
MacMurdo opened the hatch. The leg-o’- 
mutton sail was still standing, and the boat 
uninjured, so far as they could see. 

“We’ll make another start,” he said. 

The great wave seemed to have cleared 
the atmosphere in passing. (Iverhead stars 
broke out. Dead ahead they saw Ships 
Bottom lights, and those of Bamcgat village 
far beyond. 

“Rocking—” The word choked in Xo¬ 
reen’s throat. Speechless, she {jointed 
astern. Far as they could see—east, north, 
south—there was no sign of the ill-fated 
Rocking Light. 

“Our. light’s a goner, Dad!" Tom Mac¬ 
Murdo cried. “Lucky wc wasn’t on her!” 

“The big wash took her, like the Depart¬ 
ment’s always feared ’ud happen,” Mac¬ 
Murdo agreed. “Let’s be gettin’ ashore, 
Boy. She’ll be blowin’ up again.” 

QOMETIME after dark, a big, tan-colored 
^ lighter wallowed in through Bamcgat In¬ 
let, on the teeth of a strong northeast wind, 
rolling and plunging under the pull of a leg- 
o'-mutton sail, and dropped anchor back of 
Ships Bottom Life Saving Station. 

“And thank Heaven," Noreen’s clear 
voice broke out, supremely happy, “not a 
soul has set foot on this boat but ourselves! 
She’s ours!" 

A moment later all of Ships Bottom crew 
climbed over the side, headed by the Cap¬ 
tain. 

Without a word, the big man strode up to 
Noreen MacMurdo, where she stood, pale 
but brave eyed in the starlight, and without 
a word lifted her up in his great arms and 
kissed her. The whole Ships Bottom crew 
promptly followed suit. Then they all went 
over the side into the white lifeboat, accom- 
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panied by MacMurdo and his son, and the 
boat shot out of the inlet to see what was 
left of the experimental station of Rocking 
Light. 

“An’ jest wait till our gals hears o’ that!” 
remarked Little Welsh to his friend Long 
Johnson. 

TT howled at sea that night; but the le- 
vanter blew itself out before morning. 
The full light of a sunshiny day brought with 
jt a tan-colored tug, with smokestack let¬ 
tered the same as “Noreen’s Luck," as 
Ships Bottom called the saved (and saving) 
lighter, and a sharp looking man on the for¬ 
ward deck. When he espied the lighter he 
directed the tug Captain to lay alongside 
immediately. 

Noreen stood in the cabin hatchway, clad 
in her red sweater, with a knitted cap pulled 
down to her pretty gray eyes. 

“Ah, I see our lighter drifted down your 
way,” the man on the tug remarked. He 
noted that he had only a young girl to deal 
with. “We had a long, wet chase after it.” 

“It’s did blow some, didn’t it?” responded 
Noreen sweetly. 

“And now we’ve found it, we’ll just take 
it along,” the man concluded suavely. “The 
lighters worth thousands of dollars. The 
hold’s full of pianolas, and I’m glad it came 
to no harm.” 

“And what about me?” said Noreen. “I 
found this lighter derelict and abandoned, 
and sailed it into harbor with Dad and my 
brother Tom. It was a family party; for 
never another foot trod the deck. YVon’t 
you please keep your line off, Sir?” 


The agent looked at her a moment. He 
hadn’t expected to meet a pretty girl. The 
gray eyes smiled back; but there was a look 
in them that automatically operated to 
make him doff his hat with a flourish. He 
knew when he was beaten. 

“YY’hat do you demand of us?” he asked. 

“Why, my salvage of course, on what the 
cargo’s worth,” Noreen said, wide eyed and 
innocent. 

The agent wished he had not set a valua¬ 
tion on that cargo; but he smiled back at 
her pretty face nevertheless. 

“Just the same, Cap'n Jem," Noreen con¬ 
fided later to the big life saver, “after I’ve 
bought Dad his little farm, I’m going to 
send whatever’s left back to the railroad as 
a thank offering. 'Twas their lighter saved 
Dad and Tom, after all.” 

“I’m thinking you had your own share in 
it, Noreen. Your dad was right when he 
called you the Luck of Rocking Light,” said 
Casco. “You can’t shift the blame from the 
Department for keepin’ ’em off post to that 
old lighter. Guess you’ll have to buy it, to 
keep it from workin’ overtime." 

“I'll think about it,” said Noreen; then, 
seriously, “Anyway, I’m going to do some¬ 
thing for that poor little lost boy, anyway, 
in return for great mercy to my own. I’m 
glad you saved him too, Cap’n Jem. Oh, 
we’ll all be glad for everything!” 

“Except the Department; f’r its lost ex¬ 
perimental light," said Casco. “I reckon 
they won’t try another there again in a hurry.” 

“An’ that’s another mercy," said Noreen, 
“whether the Department knows it or not!" 

And then they both laughed. 
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H OW THE GLORY BE CAME BACK is a Torchy story that brings 
to mind vividly the first meeting with that truly extraordinary 
youth. For the Glory Be mining swindle and Belmont Pepper, its 
promoter, served to introduce Torchy to the readers of our Sunday 
Magazine. If you had the good fortune to read that story, you will 
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characters themselves; including the truly clever Clancy, one of the 
best detectives in fiction. All of which goes to make it a particularly 
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